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The taxi-driver was engrossed, reading the evening
paper but he put the paper aside. A big fare!

The passenger seemed so agitated and in such a
devilish hurry that the driver had some doubt as to
whether he ought to take him. He looked like a
criminal, a man who had just robbed someone or com-
mitted a murder. It was the eyes of the man that seemed
most strange. Later, in court, it was only by the eyes
that this driver could identify Krai.

He drove out of Aix. But he had not enough petrol
for the route. When he stopped at the octroi to fill up
he saw that the passenger was in a great state of con-
sternation. He hid at the back of the car so that no
one in the street should see him.

Off they went again and the cabby drove hard. It
was a dark night and there was a howling wind. The
cabby was frightened, more than frightened. Perhaps
he was driving some desperate character who would
spring on him and murder him. He kept giving a
backward glance, driving as fast as he could, but keeping
an eye on his fare. By the glow of cigarettes he saw
the man's eyes. Whenever they passed a car coming
from the other direction Krai huddled into the back of
the car as if to avoid being seen or to give the appear-
ance that the taxi was empty.

The driver was relieved when they got to Avignon.
Krai did not want to be driven to any particular address.
In an empty street he made signs to the chauffeur, who
stopped. Then Krai got out and handed him two
hundred francs. The cabby gave him some change,
which he did not count. He walked off quickly. The
chauffeur, with a weight off his mind and good money
in his pocket, went off for a drink. Krai found the
railway station, where he had not long to wait for a
train coming from Marseilles, He took a ticket fot
Paris. He skulked at the far end of the platform till
f the train came in. No one noticed him,. He got safely
into the train unobserved and found an empty carriage,